YAMEN RUNNING TO A TOWN OF IGNORANCE

tion with the outside world. It was a solitary little
town, taking care of itself as best it could, and
hence not under the cloud of the larger effort of
the Son of Heaven to hold the fear of his author-
ity ever over the people. The petty official world
of Heang Shang and of the nearest likm post
(nearly as far off as Hong Kong) never heard of
the preachings of reform practised by Wen on the
simple villagers of Choy Hung, preachings that
would have brought him to the torture-rack even
at that early age if he had been where Manchu
officials could have informed themselves of his
rebellion against the rule of the Son of Heaven.

However, during the whole of this "wasted
year" that Wen spent at Choy Hung, his courage
grew in its sympathy for the simple folk of the
village, who acknowledged the Son of Heaven as
their master, well knowing that the only solici-
tude of their Son of Heaven was to get those bags
of well-worn copper and mutilated silver which
the tippao, as the only connecting link between
Blue Valley and the world beyond, lugged out
periodically to Heang Shang as a tribute so that
Blue Valley might be left alone.

Likewise, during this "wasted yearV his mind
lay like a field, waiting fallow for the planting of
the seed of the next springtime.
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